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eternal wall, mingling its summits, as it did then, with
dappled nimbus cloud. I kept trying to see Pire
Makrun, but could never be certain whether in the
distance I saw the cream-coloured snows or whether it
was but hanging masses of white vapour. Across the
plain, as the Jebel calmed down in folds of lessening
steepness, I saw Tuz by the door in the hills, with its
chai running out on to the plain. Up along the hills
lay Tauk standing on a mound by its ancient chai. We
were flying at 2,000 feet, and I was trying to test a
new kind of statoscope, when suddenly the air was full
of Painted Lady butterflies. They came whizzing
through my wings until one crashed on my wind-screen.
I imagine they must have been carried up there in ascend-
ing currents of air. It was an extraordinary sight, and
I could not believe that they were real at first.

Two whale-backed hills lay like delicate grey-blue
carvings on the north-western horizon. After Tauk I
got slightly muddled in my direction and saw two or
three openings in the hills where I thought Kirkuk
might be. However, I made out what I took to be
Taza, and cut northwards across the hills, leaving it on
my left; for the hills curve outward towards the west.
Then I spotted Kirkuk and made towards the aerodrome.
The sun was shining through a light drift of broken
cumulus and the air was fairly bumpy. I glided down
and found I was about 50 feet above the eastern edge
of the aerodrome. I think I could have stopped quite
easily before the corn at the other end, but I decided
not to risk it, so I put on my engines and went round
again, this time dropping in lower.

I made quite a decent landing,  but a bit on the
fast side, I am afraid*